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Bing, bird, on grees Misouri's plain,
The saddest song of sorrow;

Deop tears, Ob, clouds, in gentlest rsia
Ye from the winds can borvow ;

Bresthe out, yo winds, your softest sigh,
Weep, flowers, in dewy splendor,

Por him who kaew well bow 1o die,
But never to surrender

Uprose serene the August sun,
Upon that day of glory;
Upcurled from musket and from gun,
The war-clood gray and hoary.
t gatheved like a faseral pall,
Now broken mnd mow blended,
Where rang the bugle's angry call,
Asd rask with raak contended.

Four thousand men, as brave snd troe
As ¢'or went forth in daring,

Upon the fos that morniag Usew
The ngth of their despairi

They foarsd not dextb—men hless the Geld
That patriot soldiers die on—

Pair Freedom's cause was sword and shield,
And at their besd was Lyoa!

Their lender's troobled soul Inoked forth
From eyes of troubled brightaess;
Sad soul ! the borden of the North
Had pressed oat zil its lightness.
He gazed vpos Lhe unequal fight,
s ranks all rent and gory,
And felt the shadows close like night
Rouod his career of glory.

“General, come lead pa!" lowd the ery
From = brave band was ringing—
*Lead us, snd wo will stop, or die,
That battery's awfal singing.™
3o sporred to where his heroes stood,
Twice ded—no woumd k i
The fire of battle in bis bload
And on Lis forebead glowing.

Oh, carsed for aye that traitor's hand,
And eowsed that aim o deadly,

Which smote the lravest of the laad,
And idyed his bsom redly!

Serene be lay, while past bim pressed
The battle's forions ldllow,

As calmly as 5 babe may rest
Upon its muther's pillow.

Se Lysa died! and well may Bowers
M plare o Lurial cover,

For never had this land of ours
A mere devated lover.

Liviag, bis country was his bride,
His lile be gave her dying;

Life, K y lave—he ght d

To her and to her sighing.

Rest, Patriot, in thy bill-side zrave,
Beside her form who bore thee!

Laong may the fand thow died’st to save,
Her bannered stars wave o'er thee!

Upon her history s brghtest page,
And sn Fame's glowing porial,

Ehe'tl write thy grand, heroie rage,
Awnd grave thy same immortal !

 Sdet Tale.

ADVENTURE IN THE WEST.

—_—

BY A NORTHERN RANGER.

I had agreed to deliver certain dispatch-
es to am ageat of the United States Gov-
ernment st s small house on the Missouri
shore of the Mississippi river, some dis-
tance below St. Lonis. Thetime at which
the meeting was to tske place, and the
dispatches were to be delivered, was spec-
ified for & certsin night. The errand 1
had undertaken might be attended with
danger, snd was undoubtedly sarrouaded
by uncertainties. My conveyance on this
mission was & small skiff carrying a light
sail, with which I skimmed the waters of
the mighty river. The night was dark
and the sir was soltry; not & light counld
be distinguisbed on either shore as I kept
my mid-stream course. [ eagerly peered
to the right and left, ahead and astern,
and listened intently for aby unusaal
sound. Nothing was visible but the
gloomy river, and nothing sudible but
its mysterious murmurs.

Ouce I thought I hesrd the whispering
of voices, but that might be the sighing
of the breeze which at that instant just
touched with a faint ripple the face of the
water. I did not fear pursuit or interrup-
tion. I doubted if my errand was sus-
pected by any one except those between
whom I was then acting as courier, bat
there was someting not to be defied con-
stantly urging me to the alert.  The dark-
ness became more intense, or seemed to
beso. The sir grew closer. I could bat
faintly distinguish the Illinois shore, the
banks of which I had been drawing near-
er for some time, having drifted from
mid-stream; whilst the Missouri bank was
invisible.

Heavy drops of rain began suddealy to
patter um the water and the breeze fresh-
ened. Tbe wind blew down the stresm,

and my little craft tore along at & rapid
rate; the fosm gathered and flew; the
black river swelled, and tossed, and roar-
ed; and the rain soaked me to the skin
and half filled my boat, while the light-
ning flashed with such blinding intensity
that I seemed rushing through the con-
tending elements. Along shore at inter-
vals, I beard the barkings of dogs belong-
ing to some lonely farm. I now stood
for the the Missouri shore, and away flew
the little craft, careening to the blast.

Buddenly there was s strange sound in
my ears, low bat distinct and threateni

The boat’s keel was grating upon gra
The next instant she had struck upon 8
sand-bar. Letting fiy the shost of my
sail altogether, I seized an oar and sounded
on both sides and ahead: thers was mot
depth enough to fioat in any direction. I
leaped into the river and shoyed my boat
astern, until she whe was elear of the bar.
Again embarking, I endsavored to o 5
the dangerous shoal by cossting along

uneven and treacherous extremity. This
I was laboring to achieve when & violent
gost of wind, aided by some whirling
eddy, drove my little craft agsin thamp-
ing on the sand-bar. I flung myself on
one of the thwarts, almost determined to
wait for the light of morning, if the slen-
der craft could bear so long the heavy and
continuons strainings and the destroctive
kmtq:bowmﬁtohmoivingu
every instant.

I was busied in bailing ont the boat,

when a vivid flash of lightoing revealed,
within a few feet of me, the figure of a
maa standing in the water, drenched and
pallid, whose eyes, with a fixed glare,
were seemingly beot upon mine, and in
an instant all was darkness as before.
_ The sudden appearance of this object;
its attitude erect and rigid; the deadly
pallor of the countenance, and the immo-
bility of the eye, together with its aparent
flight with the vanishing lightaing, half
justified me in deeming it the water-haant-
ing ghost of some lost boatman whose
body had re.rinhad on the bar.

Ar intolerable feeling possessed me—a
feeling of astonishment and horror, which
clung to me with the parylizing power
of a nightmare. [ endeavored to shoat, |
bat my voice was as an infant’s, and 1
felt my flesh creeping and my blood frozen.
Presently I felt the'side of the boat shaken
by someother cause than that of the waves,
and the next instant a hand was laid on
my shoulder. It was no light one; but
its grasp seemed as thoogh it wounld tear
my coat from my back, and my flesh
with it.

All my energies returned at that em-
brace. My icy bood ran hot, my limbs
quivered, no longer with sn unkaown
fear, bat with a wild rage sagainst an un-
known object.

“Who are yon ?”” I muttered between
my teeth. *And what means this attack
on me? Are you s river thief or 8 ma-
nisc 2

The reply was a violent struggle on the
part of my half-captared and half-stran-
gled foe. But his strangling was in vain.
My grasp had been a sure one, and had
become too tenacious of its prey for the
freedom its efforts could never gain. At
that moment I seemed endowed with a
power I never before had known, and
some stray devil scemed to have posses-
sion of my faculties, and comaud with
exulting ferocity every action. At length
the straggling became weaker, and I had
my encmy powerless. In less time than
a minute 1 dragged him into the skiff,
and he lay psnting at the bottom, half
immersed in the water she still held.
Placing the mozzle of my revolver against
his brow, I made bim feel the steel he
could not see, and threatening him with
instant death if he moved, I demanded
the reason of his attack on me and the
cause of his presence on the sand-bar.

“] took you for my runaway nigger,”
he answered, “*and my boat was swamped
on the bar, and my companion’s gone, too
—his body by this time's half-way to
Cairo. He was a man I hired to follow
the varmint. We were both together,
and bad been dodging you some time,
when the breeze sprang up and we lost
ro'...

“How did you strike the sand-bar #’ I
asked. “Why did yon not make right
for the Illinos shore, when you suspected
me to be s runpaway ? Was he not more
more likely to make for the free soil than
to be coasting down the river 2" The
fellow’s treacherous spproach npon me
had made me suspicious of some design
of farther ill be contemplsted, and 1 half
donbted the story of the fogitive negro.
He replied that, as I kept right down
stream, never sttempting to make for the
shore, a doabt had risen in the minds of
my pursuers, and to clear it they were
determined to keep up the parsuit in that
direction, especially as there was a settle-
ment of free colored people some miles
down in Illinois, where it was likely the
slave might be fleeing. On the other side
of the river, he said there dwelt a noted
Abolitionist, who had aided the esca
of many aslave, and at his hands
vowed he wonld demand the ﬁls“ititﬂ-

I was somewhat startled at a discovery
I made during this colloquy. ‘The agent
to whom I was bound and the friend of
the black man were one and the same in-
dividual. This I knew by his name being

by my liberated foe, the and house
in which he lived, close to the river bank,
was the baven whitber I was thea bound.
This hoase, I discovered, stood lured’
s mile below the ssnd-bar, I koew it
could not be much father down, but the
presence of this bar bad beea unknown
to me until that night, and lﬂh’:‘:h‘i"!
had become confased by it. planter,
for sach he was, also said that the point
of the bar mearest to Missouri was bat a

£

light shed by a feeble moon and a few
straggling stars, H&seemed a man whose
years might have been forty.

We were now within a few yards of
the shore. On a gentle rise from a low
sand beach, stood the house of the agent.
A few moments afterwards I beached the
boat; then jumping out, ran her half way
out of the water, furled the sail, bailed
out what - little water remained in her,
and bidding my companion farwell, ap-
proached quickly the dwelling. ‘“Good
night,” cried the planter; **we will meet
agin before the next night rolls round. I
have an account to seltle with your fiiend,
the Abolitionist I"" and he went his way.

I songht the agent, was admitted ioto
the house, delivered my despatches, and in
a quarter of an hour was in bed, buried in
deep slomber.

I was roused from this state of happi-
ness by the agent, urging me in the name
of Heaven, 1o dress myself instantly, as
the house was sarrounded by secessionists,
swearing to burn the roof over his head.
I sprang from my couch, and he led me
to the window, and there I beheld them.
T'wenty men at least surrounded the house,
all armed with fowling pieces or rifles.
They had piled quantities of wood about
the porch of the dwelling, and were evi-
deatly bent on firing it. No person lived
here except the agent and an Irishman,
who acted as his servant, and who had
gone over to Illinois, the day before, on
business, and had not retarned. Conse-
quently we were alone.

The agent said that our lives depended
upon our quitting the honse and escaping
there and then. We acted upon the sug-
gestion at once, stole oot the back way
when all our assailants were collected in
the front, The t went with rifle in
hand; I with my revolver. My skiff of-
fered the surest chance of escape, as by
vigorons pulling we mightsoon be beyond
the reach of their pieces. 'We had nearly
gained the boat, when a frightfal shont
proclaimed the Secessionists had detected
our escnpe. At the same time I discov-
ered the negro-hunting planter, directly
in front of us, by the side of the boat.
His langh of fGendish exultation, as he
poiuted to the house now in flames, was
cut short by a bullet from the agent’s rifle,
which caused him to leap forward a yard
and fall dead on the beach.

We were afloat, and that was all, when
a full discharge from our foes caused the
bullets to whistle past us, but not a wound
did they deal either of us. Discharge
after discharge followed, buat we passed
throngh the ordeal scatheless, with the
whizzing bullets, disappointed yells, and
wild carses of the rabers ringing in our
ears. The house of the agent was one
mass of devouring flames when we landed
on the shores of Illinois; but we had es-
eaped, and that, he said, *“might go.”

A Rebel Jubilee.

A writer in the St. Louis Repnblican,
giving an account of the seige of Lexington,
thus describes the scenes after the surren-
der:

The scenes around the streets of Lexing-
ton on Friday, after the surrender, beggar
all description. The howls of joy and
drunken jubilation, comiag from thirty
thousand throats, made up a sound scarce-
ly less than when two days before, eigh-
teen pieces of artillery and ten thousand
shall arms were shattering the air with
hideous chorus. The officers of the Con-
federates were generally gentlemen, and
behaved as sach; but as for the common
soldiers and their course that evening, I
don’t believe it conld be equalled were all
Hell to be turned loose for a general carn-
ival. Whiskey, of course, was there—in
men’s brains, in their eyes, brandished in
bottles, galloping “like mad” along the
street, hoarsely bellowing over the grand
victory, carsing. blaspheming, yelling,
babbling, harrahing—laying inthe gutter,
insulting prisoners, qoarrelling among
friends—thus and more, did whiskey—the
grand woving spirit that won the battle,
and then rejoiced over its success.

Very trus, scarcely a handred of all the
Confederate troops were uniformed-—scare-
ly two had gans alike—no two exhibited
the same trappings. Here weat one fel-
low in s shirt of brilliant green, on his
side an immense cavalry sabre, in his belt
two navy revolvers and a bowie koife, and
slung from his shoulder a Sharp’s Rifle.
Right by bis side was another, mpon
whose hip dangled a light medical sword,
in his hand & double barreled shot gun,

{in his boot an immense sythe, on his heel

the inevitable spur, his whole appesrance
from tattered bz:t. through which gazed
sadacionsly his toes, indicating that the
plonderings of many a different localit
made op his whole. Generally, the sol-
diers were armed with shot guns or squir-
rel rifles; some had the old fint lock
muskets, a few had Minie gans, sad oth-
ers Sharp’s or Maynard's rifles, while all,
to the poorest, had horses.

The very elite of the Confederate forces
were there— Gegerals Price, Rains, Slack,

Parsons, Harris, Greea, Hardes, wess all | .

there—Colonels Ssunders, Hayn, Beal,
Taraer, Craven, Clay, snd in . I be-
lieve the balance of the 35,000 men all
either Colomels of Msjors, as I was intro-
duced to no one who was not either one
or the other.

The treatment extended by the Confed-
erate officers to the prisoners was both
homane and courteoss—t protected
them when possible from insult and plan-
dering, and s much as possible extended
to them the courtesies with which a chiv-
slrous enemy always treats s conquered
foe. ;

Latsst revise of “Great Expectations’”
—Geo. B. McClellan.—N. Y. Leader.

ﬁlisrdlmzt_m.

“0ON THE MARCH."

BY PARK BENJAMIN.

Hazza! the regimest is ready--p
Our knspsacks fall, sur baysnots bright;
Come, comrades, let ¥ smar¥i,on steady,
Marshalied and eage, ior e Gght.

Birike we our tents, in erder muater,
And wait the Colonel's first command;

Lift up oar flag, and round it claster,
Eworn to defend it beart and hand.

Our country calls; the drams are besting,
Thronghout the land from East to West;

Advance! quick step! there's no retreating;
The prondest, bravest, are the best.

What thongh behind we leave onr trensures,
Our househiold darhings, home-born joys,

Our work, onr L and oar pl -.
Ovr wives and sweethearts, girls and boys?

We go to win a richer boaty

Than all our labor could afford;
We freely go to do our duty,

And see the rule of Right restored.

Then march, brave boyy, with cheerful faces,
And join McClellan's mighty band,
Rrsolved to rise to noble places,
Or die to save our native land.

THE PENNSYLVANIA SLAVE SPANIELS.

Catch a Pennsylvania Domocrat, and grind him in 3 mill,

And the chances are 85 nine to one, he'll come ont blood.
bound suill;

But take him to the Bdttle-Geld, and, i’ *his time is ont,”

1ol listen to the cannon's rosr, and them he'll—face about,

And never stop till Quaker town bis “loyal” visage sees;

For his only aim in life, you know, is Southern men to
please,

And it would not be respectful to salute thewm with bot lead;

Dat, when Providence permits him, be will—bunt their
slaves instend!

For it"s “loyal” (everybody knows) to treat exceading well

‘Those who hate s, aod despise us, and agninst onr laws
rehel !

Dot to free a man from boadnge is n deadly sin, nod never

Will & Pennsylvania Democrat & negro's shackles sever,

Lest be lose his future Soothern trade—and soil his snow.
white liver!—[ Pine and Paim.

An Original Zouave Letter.

The following is worthy the pen of the
original * Doesticks,” and is a pretty
good * take off”* on telegraphic reports :

I've just returned from witnessing one
of the most monrnfnl sights that ever
made a man feel as though he had been
peeling onions all the week and grating
horse radish on Sunday. It was the dy-
ing scene of one of the Pet Lamme’s down
at Alexandria, and as one of Five's chaps
remarked, it was enough to make the eye
of a darning-needle weep. Jim was the
name of the sufferer—if he ever had any
other, it had slipped his memory—though
bis affectionate relatives sometimes called
bim ¢ Shorty.” He was ont on picket
guard, when the Southern Confederacy
attempted to pass him. He challenged
the intruder, and called to his comrades
for help ; but before the latter arrived,
the Sonthern Confederacy drew a masked
battery from his pocket, and fired six
heavy balls through the head of the un-
fortunate Zouave, memily fracturing his
skull, and breaking several panes of glass.
The cowardly miscreant then fled to an
adjoining fence, closely parsued by Sher-
man’s artillery. :

Upon discovering that he was wound-
ed, Mr. Shorty examined the cap on his

musket, and stood it carefully against a [8°"

tree, buttoned up his jacket to the neck,
and asked his comrades for a chew of to-

bacco. ‘Too full of emotion to spesk, the | ¥

gentlemanly comrade handed a plog of
tobacco to the dying man, who cat off
sbout half an onnce from it, placed it
thongbtfully in his mouth, and then stoff-
ed his handkerchief carefully in the hole
in his forehead made by ths shot.

« Is any of my brains hanging out 7"
he asked of his comrade.

*“ No, Shorty,’”” answered the other,
bursting into tears, ** you never had any
to bang ont.”

After this response, the dying man
pansed for a moment to spit in the eyes
of a dog that was smelling roond his
heels, and then proceeded in the direction
of the hospital. As he passed the offi-
cers’ tent, I noticed that the top ‘of his
head was completaly gone, and one of his
eyes was half-way down the back of his
neck. Upon entering the hospital, be
took up & pipe and commenced to smoke
it, at the same time giving us s history
of his life and career. After finishing the
pipe and history, he ssked us to wrap
bim up in the American flag, and died,

P. S.—Since writing the above, I
have heard that no such occarrence took
place at Alexandria. The alarm was
occasioned by the falling of a bundle of
hay in the officers’ quarters—the noise
having been mistaken for the di
of artillery. I have since learned that no
accident has occurred, and that. Shorty
did not come with the regiment, but. re-
mained in New York.

Tz Insn Evsussr.~The President, | 0qually

of enlist-

The Delicate Hucir tality of the F.
. V.5 :

How a New York Man was Treated in
YVirginia.

Shortly after the battleof Stone Bridge,
a gentleman who beem largely engaged
in mining operations in Virginia was re-
%neﬂed by the directors here Lo go to

irginia and over (o an there
a considerable sum of money which right-
fully belonged to the parttes in the Old
Dominion as their share of the previous
year’s dividend. Mr. K. waa strongly
urged by his more intimate friends not to
ran the risk of an arrest. and perbaps
prolonged incarceration ; but relying on
the purely commercial nature of his busi-
ness, and the fact that he went to pay
Virginians money which they had aban-
doned all hopes of receiving, he left with
a light heart, assuring his anxious friends
that he would be back in a fortnight at
the farthest.

On reaching Washington he obtained,
the necessary permits to pase him along
our lines, and having hired a light wagon
and a trusty driver, counted upon being
able to resch Richmond without any se-
rious detention, as he was perfectly fa-
miliar with all the laves and by-paths
throughout the entire distance. He had
observed in the War Department at
Washington™ a_sinister-looking person,
who seemed to be quite at home there,
and who was treated with a good deal of
deference by some of the clerks. He had
also noticed him in other frequented pub-
lic buildings, snd had formed a certain
dislike to him, without any spparent rea-
son, except that his conntenance sgomed
very forbidding.

As Mr. K. neared Manassas, this indi-
vidual passed him on horseback, shortly
after ho heard the clattering of a troop of
horses, and was presently surrounded by
a portion of Col. Btewart’s Light Caval-
ry, and carried by them to Gen. Besare-
gards headquarters, where he saw the same
sinister looking person whom hehad met a
few days previons at the War Depart-
ment in Washington. Orders were giv-
en to take him at once to Richmond and
incarcerate him as a Federal spy.

When he fssared the officials at Ma-
nassas that his business there was to pay
money due the citizens of Virginia, they
only langhed at him, and told him that
such immaculate honesty was unknown
among the “d—d Yankees.”

On the road he was exhibited at almost
every station as a spy, and was insulted
in the grosest manner by women as well
asmen. Reaching Richmoand, he was put
into one of the jails. His room was very
filthy—at night very cold and dnmr, be-
ing on the ground floor. His daily al
lowance consisted of a small piece of corn
bread and two salt herrings, so rank and
strong that it was next to impossible to
eat them. In the same prison were & num-
ber of officars captured at Ntone Bridge,
who were suffering severely from their
miserable diet, and damp, unwholesome
quarters.

Mr. K. had with him Virginia fonds
stowed away in his belt. This, strange
to say, bad not been taken from him, and
this alone proved his salvation. He re-
peatedly gave money to his jailor for the
parposs of sending a telegraph to the
tleman who represented the Virginia
stockholders in the mining iaterest ; but
he reccived no reply. One day a little
irl came into the prison to bring some
food to her father, a resident of Richkmond
who was imprisoned on suspicion of being
a Union man. He fortunately siw her
while taking an airing, and hurriedly
writing a dispatch, he pinned it on the
inside of her petticoat, and asked her to
take it at once to the telegraphoffice. The
little girl proved true, and in about two
weeks his friend came to him. He was
then released, suffering severely from the
chills.

On being taken before the Judge who
bad consigned him to this loathsome pris-
on, Shallow said he had been misinform-
ed, and expressed regret, remarking that
a friend of the cause had assured them
that he was a Federal spy. This *friend
of the cause,” he afteawards met at a
leading hotel in Richmond, the same per-
son whom he saw at the War Depart-
ment in Washington.

Mr. K. was now aliowded the freedom
of the city, but could not obtain & pass-
port. At last he paid 8100 to a lawyer
who, for this moderate consideration, ob-
tained for bim the neotsssry document.
Ounce free from Richmond, he made his
way to Norfolk, and eame down to For-
tress Monroe last week under a flag of
truce. There Gen. Wool was so impres-
sed with the importance of bis informs-
tion that he sent him with 1 dispatches to
Gen, Scott. In Washingtqn he saw Mr.
Lincoln, Gen. McClellsn snd Secretary
Cameron, who were somewhat startled st
his seconnt of the fellow, who seemed
at home in the mational Ospital
and that of the rebel Canfederacy.

Mr. K., from eaveful observ ation of af-
fairs in Ricbmond, is conviced that a
reign of terror prevails there. The mass
of rvpkhsu been dragooned into re-
bellion by unscrupulous leaders, and he
firmly believes that the presence of the
i ko by o e pron o .

ith joy by a iom 0 ”
inens. ilc confirms stories of the
miserable condition of the troops. They
want warm ts for the winter, and
do not know where to get them,—.V. Y.

The whole number of West Point

than two thousand.

" |is your Father 7"

'A NATIONAL ANTHENM.

BY VANITY FAIR.

Tung—* Bruce's Address at Bunnockdnra.™
Mes, who hesr Niag'a's wound,
Men, who tread the far Golf™s bound,
Ours is Freedom™s hallowed groond;
Freedom's heirs are we.
From the White Hillsof the Nenh
- To the Calorade furth,
One the mighty Natiea's birth,
Oue ity destiny.
Hark! the watchword as we rally,
Over mountain, plain and valley,
God and Liberty!

Who hath sky of bngliuer gleam?
Nroader lakes, of braver sireams?
Eden-like, our wide land teems
With fertility.
Borong are we, with strength untold;
Span of iron, ribe of gold;
Firm in sarth’s foondations ell,
Our secarity.
Hark! the watchword, Ke.

Now the Eagle sweeping o'er
Our vast Empire’s wave-giet shore,
Bees one marzin—hearn the roar

Of one winding sea.
Ouars the realm of rock aad rivar,
Binding all, with nooglht 1o sever;
God has made us one forever,

By n wise decree!

Hark! the watchworl, ko

Omne, in hlood from many sirss—
Mingled by Baptismal fires;
One, in pore faith that aspires

To etemity.
One, in hoosehold words and prayer;
One, ia strength, that does and dares;
Ouae, in all men prize, sa beirs

Of high memory.

Hark! the watchword, ke.

Ny the rich bleod our fathers sbed;
By the wisdom of osr dead,
Painting paths for us 10 tread,

In fratemity;
By past deeda of glory done;
By our name of Washington,
Hallowed is our Unioun,

Deathless it must be!

Hlark! the watchworl, &ke.

Villiam Brown and his Tract.
[Mackerel Brigade (Washington) Correspon-
dence of the New York Mercury.]

* »* * The women of Americs,
my boy, are a credit to the American
Eagle, and a great expense to their hos-
bands and fathers, but they don't exactly
understand the most pressing waat of the
soldier. For instance, a young girl abouat
seventy-five years of age, has been send-
ing ten thousand pious tracts to the Mack-
erel Brigade, and the consequenc is, that
the air around the camp has been full of
spit-balls for a week. These tracts, my
boy, are very good for dying sinners and
other Sontherners, but I'd rather have
Bulwer's novels for general reading.
Villiam Brown, of Regiment Five, got
one of them the other day headed, *“Who
The nolle youth read
the question over once or twice with emo-
tion. (That brave youth's father, my
boy, is a disgrace to his species ; he has
been sinking deeper and danrar in shame
for some months past, until at last his
name got on the Mozart ticket.) I saw
that Villiam didn’t understand what the
tract really meant, and so I explained
to him that it was intended to signify
that God was his father. The gifted
young soldier looked at me dreamily for
s momeat, and then says ho—

“God is my Father!” says he.—
«“Well, now I am hanged if that sin’t fun-
oy ; for, whenever mother spoke of dad,
she always called him ‘the old devil I"*

Villiam never went to Sabbath school,
my boy, and his knowledge of theology
wouldn't start a country cbarch.

Wishing to find out if he knew any-
thing sbont catechism, I asked him last
Sandsy afternoon, if he knew who Moses
WAS. @0

*Yes,” says he, “I know him very
well ; he sells old clothes in Chatham
street.”

I went over to Virginia yesterday to
review Berdan’s Sharpshooters, and was
much astonished, my boy, st their won-
derfal skill with the rifle, The target is
a little smaller than the side of a barn,
with a hole throngh the centre exactly
the size of a bullet, They set this vp,
my boy, just 600 yards away, and fire at
it in tarn. After sixty of them had fired
T went with them to the target, but could
not see that it had been bit by a single
bullet. I remarked this to the captain,
w n he looked at me pityingly,
and says be, “do you sce that hole in the
bull’s eye just the size of & bullet 2"

I allowed that I did.

+Well,” says he, *'the bullets all went
through thst hole!"

Now I don't mean to say that the cap-

tain lied, my boy ; bat it is my opinion |

—my private opinion, my boy, that if he
ever writes 8 work of fiction, it will sell !

La Moontain has been np in his bal-
loon, and weat np so high that he could
sce all the way to the Gulf of Mexico
and observe what they had for dioper at
Fort Pickens. He made discoveries of
an im character, my boy, sad
says the rebels have conceptrated
several troops st Manasssas. A rter
of the Tribune asked him if he conld see
any negro insarrections ; and he said that
be did see some blsck spots moving
sround pear South Carolins, but found
out afterward that they were some ants
which had got into his telescope.

The Prince de Joinville’s two sons,
n{cbl:y“. are admirable additions to Geen.
McClellsn’s staff, and speak English so
well that I‘?n llm onderstand IBI::
they say. Two sre expected
to-m’v'. to take command of Irish
brigades, and Gen. Blenker will probably
have two Aztecs to sasist him in his
- Yours, musingly,

from 1802 to 1860, was less|

Oserzos C. Kpar.

= - ————
A Southern Bhos Factory.
One afternoon I visited it, and intro-
{duced myself to the superintendent as a
stranger attracted thither by cariosity.
e received me courteonsly and iovited
me to go through the establishment with
him. 1 had previously learned that he
was an officer of some note under the
sgrey eyed man of destiny,” in Nicar-
agus. His physiognomy and maaners
impressed me as unmistakably Northern;
|but, to make assarsnce doubly sure, I
| ventured some remark which took it for
granted that he was a native of New Or-
leans. He disclaimed this at once, in-
forming me that he was a Missourian,
from St. Lonis. When I pursued the
matter further, by speaking of some re-
cent improvements in that city he replied:

I was born in St. Louis, but left there
when I was about twelve months old.
Philadelphis has been my home since,
until I came here to take charge of this
establishment.”

The work was nearly all done by ma-
chinery, run by steam. As we walked
through the basement story and pointed
ont the different machines for cutting ont
and pressing the sole leather, 1 counld not
fail to notice that every ons of them bore
the mark of its manufactorer, followed
{ by the incendiary words, “Boston, Mas-
sachusetts I'"" Then we ascended to the
second story where the sowing snd peg-
ging were going on. All the stitching
was dono as in the large menufactories,
with sewing machines run by steam—a
combination of two of the gravest of me-
chanical inventions. Add a third, and
in the printing press, the steam ine
and the sewing machine, you have three
of the most potent agencies of civilization.
Here was the greatest cariosity of the es-
tablishment—the patent pegging ma-
chine which cuts ont the pegs from a thin
strip of wood, inserts the awl, and pegs
two rows around the sole of a large shoe
more regularly and darably than can be
done by hand—all in less than twenty-
five seconds. Need I add—it is a Yan-
kee invention ¥ One of the machines in
taisstory for finishing, smoothingjand pol-
ishing the soles, came from Paris; but
all the others bore that ominous label,
“Boston, Massachusetts.”” In the third
story, devoted to “fitting" the soles, the
only work done by hand and other finish-
ing processes, the same fact was apparent
—every machine was from New England.

The work was confined exclusively to

plantation brogsns, which were sold at
the manufactory at from 813 to 819 per
case of 12 pairs. This, the snﬁrinun-
dent assured me, was chesper thun they
conld be imported before the import daty
of twenty-fonr per cent. was imposed up-
on boots and shoes by the Montgomery
Congress. But a friend engeged in that
line of manufacturing, since informs me
that shoes of the same gnality, at the
great factories in Milford, Haverhill and
Lynn, Mass., are sold at prices ranging
from 86 to 813 per case.
{ In one apartment we found thres men
making boxes for packing shoes ready for
the market, from bosrds already sawed
and dressed.

“Wherode you get your lumber from?"*
I asked.

“It comes from Illinois,"” replied my cic-
erone. **We have it cut out in 5t. Lou-
is before it is shipped, labor is so high
here.”

“Your workmen I presume are from
this city?"”

“No, sir. The leading men in all de-
partments sre from the North, mamly from
Massachnsetts  and Philadelphia. We
are compelled to psy them high salaries
—sixty, seventy, eighty and in one case
three hundred dollars a month. Thesub-
ordinate workmen, who are learning the
business, and whom we hope soon to

ut in their places, we procured here.

Ve employ sbout forty-seven persons, fo-
cluding women and boys, and equal to
abont thirty men; snd turn out about
two boudred and ity brogans daily.—
We find it impossible to sapply the de.
mand, and are introducing more machine-
ry, which will soon enable as to make
six hundred pairs per day.”

+Where do yo procure the Lirch for

g

“From Massachuselts. It comes to us
cut in strips aad rolled, ready for use."’

“But where do you get your leather
from 1"

“Well, sir,” with a very searching
look, as if a little suspicions that 1 was
quizzing him—*it also comes from the
North, at present; but we shall soon
have taoneries at home. The Soath, es-
pecially Texas, produces the finest hides
{inthe country; bat they are nearly sll sent
| to the North to be tanned and curried, sad
thea bronght back in the form of leather.”

Thanking the superintendent for his
courtesy, and wishing him &
evening, I strolled homeward,
apon the Souathern Shoe Factory. It
was admirably calculated to sppeal to
local patriotism, and demonstrate the
feasibility of Southern manafscturing.
[ Its Nort machinery ran bg'!(ocﬁ-l

workmen, urder a Northern Ecrlﬂ-

dent, tarned out brogans of Northern
leather, fastened with Northern pegs, snd
packed in cases of Northern pine, st sn
advance of only about ose hundred per
cent. opon Northern prices !

A Racasasr Sow.—Jas, B. Olay, son
e T S
H , has
o ball in the sam of 810,000, *“How
are the mighty fallen I

A little boy in. New York cet firs lo
the honse in which be lived *just toscare™ -
his mother last week.




